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of   wild   attacks   commenced.     The tribesmen  came
faster than the wings of rumour.   They swarmed in the
first dusk up through the Amandarra Pass, the "den of
safety".    They were on the defences  like the surge of a
spring'tide.    The orders for  the  midnight  march   had
put every one on the alert.   The tribesmen with jabbing
knife and hell-rnouthed pistol,   rushed  over the   stone
walls and sandbags.    The troops were some of the finest
in the Indian  Army.   Discipline   prevailed.     Ordered
commands were possible.   The bayonets drew the tribes-
men from galling coigns of vantage.   The hand-to-hand
fighting continued until   the   cool breeze   of  the false
dawn began to herald the morning.   Then   the   hostile
sharpshooters withdrew  to  the  heights.   The reserve
companies searched the scared ravines.    They felt they
had got the attackers cold.   Nevertheless, the   clansmen
were pouring into   the crowded  roads.   At dusk the
tribes came streaming up   the  Buddhist roads. They
planted waving banners on every hill.    Then commenc-
ed a determined  musketry   attack.     The  swordsmen
crept up to every point of vantage.   The pickets had a
breathing   space.    Then    the    attackers   overran the
defences.   It was a grim  hand-to-hand  struggle-    The
combatants withered in each other's grip*     Bayonets
were brought to the charge with a grim slap of hands in
the tightened rifle sling. Banners waved and breastworks
stood  up against  the    skyline.   The defences among
these yelling hordes   were no   more steady as a rock.
Their bottoms were shaken.   Now   the black-shitted
tribes from Buner  arrived in their thousands.   The
Guides Infantry arrived to reinforce the British  troops.
The new arrivals tried their luck in likely corners  and
gorges.   The next morning dawned quietly enough till
midday.   Some activity sent the garrison to its alarm